him, to feel is to act. Without wasting a moment, he
washed that part of the African's hand thoroughly clean
with water, dried it, and then started sucking the poison
out of the sting. He did this so vigorously that much of
the poison was drawn out, and the poor man began to
feel better. Then, Bapu applied various other treatments,
and the African was relieved of his pain.
Never, in the whole course of his life, had that
unfortunate wretch received such love from any one.
He became Bapu's slave. Bapu's slightest gesture became
his law. He served Bapu with unflagging zeal and devo-
tion. To please Bapu, he taught himself to spin on the
takli, and, later, even on the spinning wheel. He went
on from strength to strength. He learnt carding, and
made slivers for Bapu. The unfortunate Superintendent
must have felt terribly frustrated, but what on earth
was he to do?
64. NO KHADI, FOR ONCE!
1 am reminded of another incident of the same so it,
which might as well be recorded here.
Two years after Bapu's imprisonment at Yeravda,
he got appendicitis, and Government removed him to
the Sassoon Hospital for an operation. He was a prisoner,
of course, but he was allowed to have visitors. I had
just gone to Poona after my year in prison, and I went
to see him. What was my astonishment when I saw
him lying on his bed clad not only in hospital garb,
but in hospital garb made of foreign cloth! I made
enquiries about this, and discovered that Bapu had
decided to observe all the jail rules this time. It was
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